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To Mr. ROBERT JENKINS. 


E not furprifed, fir, to fee your name occupy the 
tirit line ofthis paper. It it gives you any unealinefs, 
yougnay confole yourfelf by reflecting that it was brot 
there by your own indifcretion. It you had purlued a 
line of conduét in any degree confiftent with the cha- 
raéter of a man holding your rank in fociety, you ne- 
ver would have been placed among thofe perfons who 
are deftined to make a confprcuous appearance in the 
Walp. But, fir, you are guilty of a fhametul depar- 
ture trom the conduét of agentleman. You have pro- 
ved yourfelf capabie of a piece of meannefs, which 
could hardly have been expetted from the vileit de- 
mocratin Hudfon. It, therefore, is my duty to ex- 
pofe this trait of your charatter ; and I fincerely hope 
that it will be the laft time that I fhall have occafion to 
perform fo difagreeable and painful a tafk.—You have 
repeatedly aflerted (not as your opinion, butas a fad, 
the truth of which you could prove) that Mr. Sampfon 
was the principal editor of the Wafp—that he in/{peét- 
ed, correéted and prepared all the communications 
which appeared in it—that he examined the proot-fheets 
—and that he received a fhare of the emoJuments arif- 
ing trom it.—Every branch of this affertion is totally 
falfe ; and what renders it peculiarly difgraceful to you, 
is, that you muft have known it was fo, at the time 
you made 1i. Some perfons (who were difpofed to 
place more reliance on your word than it was entitled 
to) have been filly enough to believe the vile calumny. 
But it feems almoit incredible that a man of your ex- 
treme modefty could have commanded impudence e- 
nough to have made fuch an aflertion, without exhib- 
iting an unufual glow of crim/on. 

Mr. Sampfon never has, in any manner whatever, 
ither aided, abetted, encouraged, countenanced, or 


(upported the Wafp. The propofals for it were iffued 
without his knowledge or confent. He {poke of it to 
Mr. Chittenden, in terms of difapprobation; and de- 
clared to the fub{criber that he would never receive a 
cent of the emoluments arifing from it. It is almott 
needlefs to ftate, that Mr. Sampfon never wrote a fyi- 
lable for the Wafp. He never faw an article in man- 
ufcript which has appeared in it. He has never exam- 
ined one of its proof-fheets. Nor has he (as he re- 
marks in the Balance) any more conne€tion with the 
Wafp than if it were printed in the Indies. —Thefe are 
ta€ts, which, I prefume, you will hardly think fit to 
contradiét, particularly in the prefence of the fubf{cri- 
ber. 

But, you may afk, is it’fo difgraceful to be conneét- 
ed in the Wafp, that fuch pains are taken to exculpate 
Mr, Sampfon ? | anfwer—It would be unbecoming 
inaman like Mr. Sampfon, to have any concern in 
fuch a paper as the Wafp. It is out of his line. It is 
(it you may be believed) a “ blackguard paper.” But, 
bac as it is, the Bee, which you fupport with all your 
influence, is on no account more refpeétable. The 
Walp is lefs in ze than the Bee, but it contains more 
original matter, and more truth. 

The fubfcriber as publifher, is alone refponfible for 
the contents of the Wafp. Shou!d it, therefore, in 
future excite your anger, do, tor your‘own fake, re- 
{rain trom venting your malice in unfounded tales a- 


gainft Mr. Sampfon, and level all your venom at 
HARRY CROSWELL. 
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A LEADING Democrat in this city, obferved, 
the other day, that he would as foon be caught witha 
ftolen fheep on his back as to be feen reading the Walp. 

The fame perfon has read every number of the 
Walp fince its commencement. Farmers, take 
care of your fheep. 











FOR THEJWASP. 


A PLAIN Farmer, one day, in converfation with 
3 corain democratic duu/er, was much furpriled with 
the frequent repetition of ne words great politician. 
—The farmer, though a plain man, had lome know- 
ledge of the world, and fufpeéting that our de mocrat 
like many others was fond of ufing terms which be did 
not underfland, afked him what he meant by ‘ great 
politician 27? —Our democrat pauled a while, then pla- 
ced his arms akimbo, and, with much lelt-complacen- 
cy, replied—by ‘* great politician” 1 mean the man 
who flicks to his fide, whether right or wiong, who 
will not defert it chough truth be againit him, and who, 
to gain his ends never ftops at trifles; that man I con. 
fider as a ‘* great politician.” And then, retorted the 
farmer (it I underftand you right) a * great politician’ 
mutt have a little confcience. Confcience! quoth the 
democrat. He muft fet confcience at dehance. lt 
{hows independence of mind in him who can live with. 
out confcience. Refoluiion in him who dares combat 
confcience. But it is the truly great man whio fets 
confcience at defiance. 

It is unfortunate for us, oblerved the farmer, that 
our ** greateft politicians,’ are in the flate prifon.— 
The democrat faid nothing ; looked wile and angry. 
But whether as wife as the Bird of Wifdom or as an- 
gry as Mahomet, is a queftien tor phyfiognomilts to 
determine, The form of the world, whether it was as 
round as an apple or flat as a pancake, gave mile to 
warm difputes among the vetaries of philoiophy. And 
I threwdly fufpeét, that if I was to exhibit portraits of 
our democrats, the Bird of Wifdom and Mahomet ; 

each drawn with his proper gravity and petulance of 
look, it would occafion no lels animated difputes among 
the difciples ot Lavater. a 


(PI 
FOR THE WASP. 
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THE refult of the late ele@tion in New- 
Jerfey, muft be highly gratifying to every 
fincere federalift. This ftate has now 
thrown off the reproach cafton her by her 
democratic legiflature. The democrats 
unable to conceal their chagrin on this oc- 
cafion, have given full latitude to invective 
and abufe. The difhonorable arts and bafe 
intrigues of the federalifts have been the 


themes of angry declamation, To all their 








declamation this fhort a nfwer may be giv- 
en :—that rogues, when they are beat, will 
always cry foul play. 

Under their difappointment, the demo- 
crats have fortunately found a « lcop-hole” 
for comfort—fomething to foothe their cha- 
grin. They bid us look at Pennfylvania 
and Delaware. When truth prefented her 
bold front to Duane, and with her thun- 
dering voice awakened confcience from her 
lethargy—he ftood aghaft—fear trembled 
on his lips, and cowardice fhuddered in 
his heart. Vice was difarmed of impu- 
dence and contounded. In the agony of 
guilt he exclaimed, ‘* look at my chil- 
dren.” Our democrats, in fituations not 
quite fo deplorable, but under the pains of 
difappointment exclaim ‘‘ lock at Pennfyl- 
vania and Delaware.’—Yes, look at Penn- 
fylvania and view a people blinded by pre» 
judice, and hurried away by phrenzy faft 
approaching to the ‘* ultimate poimt of hu- 
man degradation "—A people whom nei- 
ther arguments can periuade or facts con- 
vince. There is no hope of their reforma- 
tion. ‘The deluded finner may be brought 
to repentance ; but not he who is harden- 
ed in wickednefs. Let it be recorded in 
the annals of Delaware, that under a repub- 
lican adminiftration, the refufe from the 
dungeons of Europe triumphed over the 
citizens of that flate and dictated to them 
their reprefentative. That Thomas Jef- 
ferfon was the firft chief magiftrate of this 
nation that interfered with her elections 
and attempted. to corrupt their purity. It 
may prove an inftructive leffon to pofterity. 

Much is to be feared from the influx of 
defperate foreigners into this country under 
the prefent law of naturalization: but I 
truft that our native citizens have fpirit and 
patriotifm enough to aflert and vindicate 
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their rights. They have been deluded, but 
I believe the mifts of delufion are pafling 
away. New-Jerfey has fet a noble exam- 
ple. ‘The genius of our country is at pre- 
fent enveloped in clouds, truth will dif- 
pell them— 

‘* And put delufion’s dufky train to flight.” 


MORE WANDERING BEES. 


ON opening the mail in Brookfield, 
(Mafs.) in September laft, feveral of Holt’s 
Bees were found directed to different towns 
but none of them were directed to fubfcri- 
bers or. to individuals.—The poft-mafter 
could not tell how to difpofe of thefe ftrag- 
glers. ‘The felectmen of the different towns 
did not feel fully authorized to take them 
up and psy the poftage. The democrats 


wanted them, + they dare not receive 
them, left t! ild be enlifted to pay 
for them. . the Giddy-man was 


confulted, 
Sice, and 
to ** faci 

— The o: 


will Holt.a: 


ired the papers to be 
were fent in this way 
»zref{s of information.” 
aing queftion is, who 
he pay for thefe papers ? 
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ropotes to publifh but one 
the Wafp previous to the 
ter which the publication 
requent, and the matter 
r in truth, the fubject of 
i has become thread-bare 
es nothing in the Bee that 
he is himfelf more entitled 
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ins Who invited him to 
) the bottom of the North 





River, and himfelf back to New-London 
jail. As to Mitchell, he has been fo com- 
pletely expofed in the Balance, that it is a 
watte of paper to mention hira—poor devil 
—he ‘* twirled off his wig” the other night 
and {wore he would drown himfelf—but 
his dear zanocent ***** advifed him to elope 
again, as Robert Rufticoat would never 
get over laughing about it if he thould ac- 
tually commit ‘* fuicide ON HIMSELF,” 
(as Hector Tron-head fays) Ah, Mitchell 
would run with all his heart (but not with 
all his houfehold) if he could even hope to 
get away from his character——but, alas ! 
that will always follow him like a fhadow 
—his confcience, too, shat will be haunt- 
ing his foul out.——Mitchell begun the 
world at too early an age. If he had waited 
a century, before he came upon the ftage, 
he might have appeared perfectly confift- 
ent. Or, 1f Godwin’s principles had been 
in fafhion when Mitchell lived im Stratford 
he might have taken Political Juftice under 
one arm and his {trumpet under the other, 
and thus travelled the world over, without 
incurring cenfure. 





DEMOCRATIC HONESTY. 


TWO neighbors, a few days fince, were 
engaged in the fafhionable amufement of 
political difpute, when, one of them hap- 
pened to drop a word about democratic hen- 
efy.——‘* Democratic honefty,” exclaimed 
a wag, ‘* Why it would take as many de- 
mocrats to make an honeft man,as it would 
of fnow-balls to heat an oven.” 


CIGSEDS CI SED SED ISLLDI SA 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
I feel greatly obliged to « ‘T'ruth” for his compliments and his 
proffered assistance—but itis out of my power to profit by them at 
present. 
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FOR THE IffA8P. 
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INTERLUDE.—No. J. 
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POOR JUDE. 
OR THE DEATH OF THE F¥UDICIARY. 


: AN AMPLIFIED PARODY OF THE CELEBRATED SONG 


or Cock Rosin. 


; ERE lies Poor Juve! and how he fell, 
‘his mournful fong fhall quickly tell. 


Who kill’d Poor Jude ? 
Alas ! fuch a band 
As difgraces the land !— 
Poor murder’d Jude ! 


Who gave the word? 
* *Twas I, fays Tom GesTION, 
Without further queftion, 
I gave the word. 


Who knock’d him down? 
"Twas I, fays fout Joun, 
With my “ Sling and Stone,”’ 
I knock’d him down. 


Who pierc’d his heart ? 
*T'was I, fays Gites SMARKI, 
With my poifon’d dart, 
I pierc’d his heart. 


Who caught his blood ? 
’Twas I, fays Beau Dawson, 
In my little bafon, 
Icaught his blood. 


Who faw him die ? 
"Twas J, fays the Birp 
For his Wispom preferr’d, 


I feen him die. 


Who fpurn’d the corfe ? 
“Twas I, fays Proup Sam, 
Who am TuaT I am, 
I fpurn’d the corfe. 


Who fpit in his tace ? 
"T'was I, fays MAHOMET, 
Tho’ the fpeaker—G—d d—n it !—~ 
Does he think me an afs ? 


Who * brake his legs ?” 
*Twas I, fays Friar Bacon, 
If I’m not mifiaken, 
I * brake his legs.” 


Who gave the fhroud ? 
"Twas I, fays Jo Nick, 
Tho’ the worft I could pick, 
I gave the fhroud. 


Who dug the grave ? 
‘Twas I, fays Matt Cray, 
As ‘twas all in my way, 


I dug the grave. 


Who toll’d the bell ? 
"Twas I, fays Sir Nev, 
With the tongue inmy head, 
I toll’d the bell. 


Who danc’d at the grave ? 
Alas! fncha throng 
As would damn any fong, 
Danc’d at the grave. 


Such were the hands by which he fell !— 
And fo, Poor Jupe, farewell !—farewell ! 
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FOR THE WASP. 








SONNET.—WNo. III. 
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TO THE PRESIDENT. 
Paice of the lofty, heavy’n-afcending thought ! 


Of mammoth genius, mammoth foul—all hail ! 
The mufe at thy fublimities turns pale— 
How fhall fhe pay her homage as {he ought ? 
Yet ever mid the {pheres we view thee not— 
Philofophy may fup on cakes and ale, 
Tho’ din’d on earthquakes, deluges, and whale : 
Now in a planet lodge, and now a cot.~— 
What fpirit, clogg’d with fublunary clay, 
Can mount eternal on aria! wing, 
In {cience’ bright arcana wrapp'd fublime ? 
Her tribute poor mortality mult pay— 
And lo, ye Gods ! the mighty “ Propie’s KinG” 
HoLDING THE LAMP TO VILLANY AND CRIME! 


CD HEDIS ELD HELD HELI FELIS. 
PRINTED AT THE BALANCE.OFFICE, 
BY HARRY CROSWELL, 

FOR THE EDITOR 
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